her capacity to feel, hunger and sorrow and transcendent joy, because someday, someday, God is going to come riding along with her shoe in his saddle bag, and when she puts on that rare and beau tiful thing made for no one but her, the entire world will fall back and stand as contrast and backdrop to the celestial beauty of her lithe, supple, well-formed and perfect soul.
No wonder pride used to be considered the greatest sin; no wonder medieval priests were threatened by these women.
Unfortunately for the bloody shit girl, mystics got even less respect in the twentieth century than they got in the fourteenth. Or maybe fortunately. While no one arranged for her to have psy chotherapy, she didn't get shut in a convent or declared a heretic, either. (Well, she didn't get shut in a convent or burned as a heretic.
She did get declared a heretic. But a couple of disgruntled Sunday school teachers don't exactly equal an inquisition.)
Instead, she edited the yearbook and spoke at her high school graduation. 
